JOHN FLETCHER
From King Henry VIII, Shakespeare folio 1623
Orpheus with his lute made trees,
And the mountain-tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing.
To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.
Every thing that heard him play.
Even the billows of the sea,
Hung their heads and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart
Fall asleep, or hearing, die.
J. FLETCHER
From The Tragedy of Valentinian, folio 1647
Now the lusty spring is seen,
Golden yellow, gaudy blue,
Daintily invite the view.
Everywhere on every green
Roses blushing as they blow
And enticing men to pull;
Lilies whiter than the snow,
Woodbines of sweet honey full.
All love's emblems, and all cry,
* Ladies, if not pluckt, we die.'
Yet the lusty spring hath stayed,
Blushing red and purest white
Daintily to love invite
Every woman, every maid;
Cherries kissing as they grow,
And inviting men to taste,
Apples even ripe below,
Winding gently to the waist
All love's emblems, and all cry,
* Ladies, if not pluckt, we die/
J. FLETCHER